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Victory 
T T WAS late Summer, bu t the drying room of the flour 
-"- mill turned the hot midwestern afternoon outside into 
a cool paradise by comparison. From behind the broom 
that I was pushing, I surveyed the floor of the mill — a 
flat plain, sprinkled liberally with flour and machinery. 
Some of my friends at the feed mill called my job "Gravy 
Train". And "Gravy T r a i n " it was, compared to their 
jobs. They had the dirty jobs of the plant — dumping fish 
meal, lime, and tankage into the yawning mouths of the 
ever-hungry feed-mixers. But if their jobs were dirty, mine 
was lonely and monotonous. 
My broom left little white trails of flour behind as I 
moved toward the big pile in the center of the floor. I 
started to whistle a popular tune, but the sound was lost 
in the rhythmic crash of the machinery. Suddenly, the 
noise became less intense, and the machinery rumbled to 
a groaning stop. Three o'clock! It was this way five days 
a week — one minute the harsh clatter of a thousand gears 
and pulleys — the next, almost complete silence. T h e only 
sound my noise-weary ears could hear now was the monoto-
nous hum of the manlift in the corner. As I watched the 
manlift, a pair of feet appeared on its descending side, fol-
lowed by the rest of Dick Wiley. Seeing me, he hopped off, 
his face covered by a wide grin. I raised my broom in a 
salute. He waved back and came over. 
"How's it going, kid? Big union man given you the 
daily sales talk yet?" As he said it, he took a playful swing 
at me, but I ducked and threw a handful of flour at him. 
"Huh,uh, guess they had a big break-down on nine this 
noon — he's probably up there throwing his weight around." 
His grin faded, just a little, and his bright blue eyes looked 
serious for a moment. "Guess that S.O.B.'s got enough 
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weight to throw around." He took off his shapeless white 
work-hat and pounded it on his thigh. T h e flour rose in 
little white puffs. T h e n he spoke again, still serious. 
"Found out why Kovar hasn't been around this week." 
I looked at him, waiting expectantly. 
"They didn ' t give him the axe like you thought. Saw 
him during the break — know what he's doing now?" 
"Plant manager?" I asked jokingly. 
Better 'n that. He's dumping fish meal up in the feed 
mill ." 
" T h e feed mill — how in the hell did he get up there?" 
"Two guesses — first don' t count." 
"You m e a n . . . . " T h e n I stopped. Guessing wasn't 
necessary. I knew! T h e n I said it, flatly but distinctly, 
"Sam." 
"Right the first time, Kid. Union's got a lot more 
weight than we give it credit for." 
"But why?" I said. "Kovar's leaving at the end of next 
week just like me." 
"Well ," Dick said, "you know what Sam thinks of col-
lege boys." 
"Yeah, I 'm afraid I do; that's part of his sales talk." 1 
could picture Sam Burke, his bulky body towering over me, 
the acrid stench of garlic on his breath, his unblinking 
snake eyes looking through me, not at me. I could still 
hear the words as he had slurred them out at me. "Look -
college - boy, - just - cuz - yer - working - here - fer - the 
summer - don' t - think - yuh - don't - hafta - join - the -
union. F'it - hadn' t - a - bin - fer - the - union - you'd -
still - be - makin' - forty - cents - a - hour - fer - a - sixteen -
hour - day. Good - union - men - took - it - inta - their -
hands - ta - strike - when - things - wuz - that - way - so - thet -
you - got - now. Hell - when - you - stop - ta - think - about 
- it, - the - union's - payin - yer - Goddam - salary - right -
now. Yer - gonna - let - the - other - guys - down. Ya - owe 
- it - to - ' em. . ." 
Suddenly, the sound of Dick's voice interrupted my 
train of thoughts, and the image of Sam grew hazy in my 
mind. At last it faded entirely, and I was back in the 
present. 
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"Hey, come on back down to Earth. You looked like 
you were in the next county." 
"Sorry," I said, "I was just thinking about what Sam 
said to me yesterday." 
Once again, Dick's grin disappeared. "Look, kid, don't 
let Sam fake you out. We're all with you " His grin 
returned to full brilliance, "even if he did fake us out." He 
slapped me on the back and took a running leap at the 
manlift. Catching it, he quickly disappeared to the floor 
below and was gone. 
* * * 
"One more hour to go." I looked at my watch again 
to make sure that it hadn't stopped. "One more hour and 
I can take a cool shower — wash off this damned flour." The 
flour on the back of my hands was caked with sweat. I 
stamped my feet in an attempt to get the loose flour from 
the bottom of my shoes, but all that I got for my efforts was 
a cloud of white dust. I looked at my watch again, but time 
just sat back and laughed at me. I glanced out the door at 
my right in time to see the flashing white figure of Sam 
Burke as he rumbled off on some unknown errand. I mut-
tered a few silent oaths about his ancestry and continued 
sweeping. 
Swiftly, the broom darted across the floor — under the 
machinery — behind the hot, silent driers. I tried to con-
centrate on my sweeping, but my mind kept returning to 
Sam Burke. "Who does he think he is — the union doesn't 
run the company — Union's paying my salary — Hell's bells, 
the only place union dues go is in some racketeer's pocket 
— I might have joined if anybody but Sam was president 
of that two-bit union, but I'll be damned if any vulgar, 
uneducated slob is going to force me to join. One lousy 
week left at this place and all of a sudden I'm supposed to 
join up — just like that — no real reasons. It's kind of ironic 
in a way. Here's Sam, the union president — the guy that's 
always jumping on his stewards' backs because they don't 
have one-hundred per cent union men in their departments. 
For ten weeks he's been working on the night shift. This 
week he started back on days, and what does he find in his 
very own department? Me, that's what. It takes an awful 
Fall, 195J 35 
lot of pressure to make a fella join in one week if he doesn't 
want to —and I don't want to. Oh, I might have joined 
when I first started to work if anyone had asked me, but 
trying to make me join on my last week —huh-uh. I 
wouldn't. . ." 
My thoughts stopped abruptly as the odor of garlic hit 
my nostrils. I turned slowly around. Sam was standing 
by one of the grain chutes, his muscular right arm holding 
on to a cross-beam. His little eyes drilled through me. His 
lips were drawn back into what appeared to be a smile, but 
was somehow detached from the rest of his face. 
1
 'Keep workin', kid, the company's not payin' you to 
stand aroun' an' stare." 
Angrily, I continued sweeping — trying to ignore the 
hulking figure. He was standing in front of an unswept 
area, so I tried to swallow my anger. "Excuse me please, 
I have to sweep there," I said. "Excuse-me-please-I-have-to-
sweep-there," he mimicked. Once again, I asked him to 
move, and once again, I got a similar answer. My anger 
started to rise again, but I quickly checked it when I realized 
that he was trying to provoke an incident. "Just ignore 
him," I said to myself, "and he'll go away like indigestion." 
But he didn't go away — he just stood in that spot — grin-
ning. "Aw, nuts," I mumbled, and turned around to sweep 
somewhere else. 
"Where're ya goin', kid?" he asked gutturally. "Ya 
didn't sweep this here place." I went back sullenly, and 
he moved stiffly aside, still showing his leering excuse for 
a smile. As disagreeable as it was, I still had to follow his 
orders; I remembered what Dick had said earlier. "Union's 
got a lot more weight than we give it credit for." 
"Ya might make it a lot easier on yerself if ya joined the 
union, kid. It still ain't too late — dues are real cheap. 
Seein' as ya only got a week left, we might even make ya a 
real bargain." 
"Burke," I said vehmently, without looking up from 
my work, "your union wouldn't be a bargain at any price." 
The "smile" disappeared. "Kid, I wish ta Hell I hadn't 
a been workin' night shift all summer — I'd a liked to of 
got hold of ya the first week ya was here." 
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"Yeah," I said, "I'll bet you would." 
"Y'know," he said as if thinking aloud, "the feed mill's 
kinda short on help. They got more fish meal and tankage 
than they can handle — too many college boys quit during 
the hot weather." As quickly as it had disappeared, the 
pseudo-smile returned. He turned around quickly and 
lumbered out of the room. 
'Thank God, it's Friday," I sighed. "I'm going to need 
the whole week-end to recuperate." 
• * * 
At four-thirty, I punched out. I didn't have to look up 
as I turned away from the time clock. I knew that he was 
there — watching me. His eyes didn't look through me 
any more. Now they looked at me — analyzed me — took 
me apart. The smile was still on his face. 
* *r x 
Monday morning, I punched in at seven o'clock. At 
seven-ten, I was sent to the feed mill. 
-B. J. Cohen, Ex. '57 
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 II *HE pink cheerfulness of the room hit me with a shock. 
-
™* It was all wrong. This room wasn't supposed to be 
cheerful. But there it was. The whole ward was full of 
beds, and each one was occupied by a child. The right side 
was filled with cots, and the left side had the cribs. Both 
were covered with pink sheets, and the children were all 
wearing pink nightgowns, and there were pink curtains at 
the windows. 
"Come right in," said Mrs. Porter. "We're just eating 
our dinner. But the children won't mind eating with 
company." 
I tried not to stare at the first bed. This was the chil-
